THE DISTRACTED PREACHER

the only man living* in the house; and yet these were
not his garments, unless he had made a mistake. No,
they were not his. He called up Martha Sarah.

' How did these things come in my room ? ' he said,
flinging the objectionable articles to the floor.

Martha said that Mrs. Newbeny had given them
to her to brush, and that she had brought them up
there thinking they must be Mr, Stockdale's, as there
was no other gentleman a-lodging there.

6 Of course you did/ said Stockdale. ' Now take
them down to your mis'ess, and say they are some
clothes I have found here and know nothing about.'

As the door was left open he heard the conversa-
tion downstairs. ( How stupid !' said Mrs. Newberry,
in a tone of confusion. (Why, Marther Sarer, I did
not tell you to take 'em to Mr. Stockdale's room ?'

11 thought they must be his as they was so muddy/
said Martha humbly.

' You should have left 'em on the clothes-horse/
said the young mistress severely; and she came up-
stairs with the garments on her arm, quickly passed
Stockdale's room, and threw them forcibly into a closet
at the end of a passage. With this the incident ended,
and the house was silent again.

There would have been nothing remarkable in
finding such clothes in a widow's house had they been
clean; or moth-eaten, or creased, or mouldy from long-
lying by; but that they should be splashed with recent
mud bothered Stockdale a good deal. When a young
pastor is in the aspen stage of attachment, and open
to agitation at the merest trifles, a really substantial
incongruity of this complexion is a disturbing thing.
However, nothing further occurred at that time; but
he became watchful, and given to conjecture, and was
unable to forget the circumstance.

One morning, on looking from his window, he saw
Mrs. Newberry herself brushing the tails of a long
drab greatcoat, which, if he mistook not, was the very
same garment as the one that had adorned the chair
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